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take it away. She had a sudden vision of herself
carrying Stephen's son through the garden; she
saw a baby with yellow hair and a scowl, as she
carried him through the garden she felt his hands
on her neck and, presently, she picked a snap-
dragon flower and fitted it on his finger. "Now
the dragon has bitten you/' she said.
It was so clear that she was sure that it was
true, and the baby was not the sort of baby that
she would have imagined, not happy and laughing,
but grave, with a little tallow face and yellow hair.
Now, instead of wondering how to be rid of it, she
was plotting to keep it.
She sat in the porch with Robert; though she
would not walk with him in the garden, she often
sat with him there on the steps. Indeed she seemed
to be seeking him out; though he was still sore and
stinging from the hurt she had given him, he was
gentle and friendly with her, but he did not flatter
her now, he told her the truth. That September
night there were no fireflies^ no jasmine scent;
there was a new moon threaded on a circle of
gold, a new hope, that early dropped behind the
palms. A wind came from the garden and
puffed around their feet, blowing the folds of
Rosa's skirts, and it too dropped away, knowing
it could not thrill them now, leaving the porch
quiet and stilL
"Did Stephen see the Lady?0 asked Robert
suddenly.
"No. For two or three nights or more, he waited
for her and saw nothing. Wasn't it stranges